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It was those damned black leather pants that did it. Bruce claimed they were chosen because they fit the 
theme of this tour and it was true, they did, but | strongly suspected Bruce had other reasons for choosing 
those particular pants as well. He always did have a streak of exhibitionist in him. It wasn't unusual for bands, 
especially metal bands, to wear leather onstage. But these pants were different, they were made of a leather 
so thin and supple it was almost like latex, they fit Bruce like a second skin He always liked to emphasize his 
attributes and he was blessed with much to emphasize, but he hadn't worn anything this tight and revealing 
since the Maiden England tour and | wasn't prepared for how it would affect me. To make it worse, he wore 
his shirt tucked in at the front and there could be no reason for that other than to provide an unobstructed 
view of his crotch. It was getting quite the reaction from the fans, the women loved it, but from the first 
right | realized | loved it too. 


To be fair, | don't think Bruce was deliberately teasing me. It isn't like the old days. It didn't matter what he 


wore back then, even his wearing blue jeans onstage would be enough then to get me so worked up | would 
attack him like a tornado the first chance | had, sometimes in the dressing rooms or even the corridors of the 
concert halls. He would laugh and call me a tart but he was as hot for me as | was for him and we would 
have all night marathon sessions of unbelievable sex every night of the tour. We're older now and a little more 
restrained. At least | was, until he started wearing those black leather pants. 


| behaved myself for the first few shows, although | kept watching Bruce from the corner of my eye. During 
The Clansman he would whap me on the arse with the flat of his sword then thrust the sword between my 
legs as | stood with one leg on the monitor. | would laugh, but my blood would quicken and by the end of the 
show | was so wrought up | couldn't be still. After the show we would go to the hotel but as soon as | 
showered and changed | had to get out, | had to burn off some of the pent-up energy. | walked the streets of 
whatever city we were in, checking out the local pubs, posing for photos with the fans who always seemed to 
find me, and | wouldn't get back to the hotel until dawn. That was good, that was what | wanted. | would fall 
asleep right away and not be haunted by the mental image of those damned leather pants. 


We haven't had the chance to get together yet this tour, we actually haven't been together since my 
birthday. He gave me a birthday present I'll never forget then, he made me feel 21 instead of bl and | hadn't 
had that many orgasms in one night for years. But things had changed a little since the old days when we 
would sneak away to get together every chance we could, taking enormous risks and almost getting caught 
dozens of times. It never stopped us, it was only age and our individual lives that slowed us down now. We slept 
together nearly every night during Book of Souls but we didn’t always have sex. We've been together so long 
that sometimes it was just companionship, a warm body and loving kisses as we laid together and talked. We 
were soulmates, we've always known that, so it wasn't always about the sex. But something was different this 
tour and | blamed it on those ridiculously tight pants. 


We'd been on tour for just over a week when we got to Sweden. It was an outdoor show, those are always 
different, a little tricky if one had to deal with the weather, though all we had tonight was a bit of a breeze. 
But for some reason, Bruce looked..different. | noticed it immediately backstage but then the Spitfire came up 
and we were on. Throughout the show though it became more and more noticeable to me - and no doubt to 
everyone else. Bruce was semi-aroused! Oh, not constantly, but more so than usual and | was reacting to it 
just as | would have done thirty years ago. The adrenaline pumping through me from the show, the excitement 
of the crowd, and Bruce's damned tight pants were combining to fire me up to the point where | knew | had to 


do something about it. 


It was still twilight when the show was over, it stayed twilight until well after midnight here this time of year, 
and we went through the usual post-show routine, escorted to the waiting cars wrapped in our robes, but this 
time | didn't go to the car waiting for me, | went to Bruce's. As usual, he was the last one to leave and when 
he got in the car he didn't notice me at first until | slid over next to him and seized him in a kiss, not giving a 
damn if the driver saw us or not. These drivers have seen it all and they were paid to be discrete, though | 


did try to be as quiet about it as possible. 


Bruce was startled at first. "Jan." he started to say but | didn't let him get a word out, | crushed my lips to 
his and put my hand on what had been driving me crazy all night, cupping him firmly. He hardened instantly 


and after the briefest hesitation he was returning my kiss, his hands grabbing my shoulders and pulling me 
closer. 

"Fuck, Jan!" he gasped when | finally let him go. 

"Yeah, that's exactly what | want you to do." | smirked, my hand still lightly massaging him. He was sweaty 
from the gig but | didn't care, we had many, many sweat soaked trysts in the past and in a way it was even 
more of a turn on, the urgency of it and the masculine scent of him stoking my senses. 

‘Oh, yeah?" He grinned, his own hand sliding up my thigh now, "I think that can be arranged!" His eyes flicked up 
to the driver but the man was completely ignoring us, he was a local who didn't speak a word of English and 
he had an earpiece so he could communicate and coordinate with the other drivers in negotiating traffic so he 
wasn't concerned with us at all. Reassured of this, Bruce pulled me to him again, pulling me half on his lap, his 
hand sliding all the way up now and rubbing me through my pants. | felt him hard against my leg and moved 
against him. 

"You've been teasing me for the past week, wearing these fucking tight pants!" | growled, then | was kissing him 
again and my fingers were busy at the laces of his pants at his hips, untying them as best | could. | couldn't 
get them undone, | was too impatient, so | ducked down to his groin anyway and mouthed him through the 
leather, nipping the thin material with my teeth. 

"Ah, Jan, holy shit! What's gotten into you?" He laughed, a little breathlessly. 

‘Its what hasn't gotten into me that's the problem! It's been too long, Brucie. Way too long!" 

| felt like | was going to burst out of my own pants, he was still rubbing me and he pulled me up to kiss me 
again, his mouth hard and demanding, his tongue invading my mouth and taking possession of my own He easily 
opened my own pants and slipped his hand inside in spite of how tight they were, closing his fist around me and 
| groaned in frustration. 

‘Let me at you, Bruce!" | tugged ineffectually on the damned laces again and Bruce chuckled. 

"Wait, wait..we'll be at the hotel in a few minutes!" 

"| don't want to wait, I've been waiting to fucking long already!" | ducked my head down again. The leather was 
so thin | managed to clamp my lips almost completely around his now fully erect cock, drawing on him with as 
much suction as | could, my other hand circling his balls. 

"Damn, Janick!" He breathed, leaning his head back, his hands on my head now to hold me in place. | was rather 
liking the taste to the leather now, | fancied | could taste him through the material and it spurred me on. | was 
nuzzling my face into his crotch, nipping at the material, so excited by now | was rubbing myself against the 
seat unconsciously. He was so hard and the leather so thin | could suck at it almost like | was sucking his bare 
skin and he was reacting almost as though | were. His hips were moving and his breathing was faster. | 
redoubled my efforts, using my hands as well as my mouth, gripping and stroking as | moved my mouth to his 
full balls, almost able to take one completely in my mouth regardless of the leather. 

"Jan.Janick!" Bruce's fingers fisted in my hair and | felt his body stiffen. | knew the signs, he was on the brink, 
and | looked up at him. He was looking down at me, his brown eyes dilated with lust, and | deliberately extended 
my tongue to trace up his length with as much pressure as | possibly could. 


pants. | could feel it through the leather, | could almost taste him 
It was a minute before Bruce could speak. He ran his hand through my hair, gently now, then when | looked up 


he stroked my cheek. 
"Just wait until | get you to my room. You'll pay for this!" he grinned. 


Those damned leather pants. It was all their fault. This was going to be an interesting tour. 


~END~ 


